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Separate voices could be heard trying to lift the song to
its former glory:
Arise to the struggle, ok workers, arise!
Arise, all who labour and hunger	
But in this effort there was no longer the common will,
the cemented faith. Alarm now sounded in the voices.
Since the mother could not see the front ranks and did
not know what had happened, she began pushing the
marchers aside and forcing her way ahead. As she
advanced, she kept bumping into people who were retreat-
ing, some of them frowning, with drooping heads, others
smiling in discomfiture, still others whistling ironically.
She searched their faces, her eyes filled with inquiry,
pleading, appeal	
"Comrades!" came the voice of Pavel.  "Soldiers are
the same sort of people we are! They won't touch us.
Why should they? Just because we proclaim a truth every-
one should know? They ought to hear it too. They don't
realise it yet, but the time will soon come when they'll
join our ranks under the banner of freedom instead of
opposing us under the banner of murder and robbery. And
to hasten their understanding of the truth, we must keep
on marching ahead. Forward, comrades! Ever forward!"
Pavel's voice sounded firm. His words rang out sharp
and clear, but the crowd  was breaking up.   One   after
another the people dropped out of line, going off to the
houses and leaning against the fences. The procession had
now assumed the form of a wedge, with Pavel at the
head, the workers' red banner waving brightly above him.
Or perhaps the procession more nearly resembled a dark
bird with widespread wings ready to take to flight, with
Pavel the beak of this bird.
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At the end of the street the mother saw a grey wall of
faceless people, all of them alike, cutting off the entrance

